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XL. WIGLAF SENDETH TIDING TO
THE HOST: THE WORDS OF THE
MESSENGER.

THEN he bade  them that war-work give
out at the barriers

Up over the sea-cliff, whereas then the earl-
host

The morning-long day sat sad of their mood,
The bearers of war-boards, in weening of both

things,

Either the end-day, or else the back-coming
Of the lief man.    Forsooth he little was silent
Of the new-fallen tidings who over the ness rode,
But soothly he said over all there a-sitting:

Now is the will-giver of the folk of the Weders,
The lord of the Geats, fast laid in the death-bed,
In the slaughter-rest wonneth he by the Worm's
doings.                                                            2901

And beside him yet lieth his very life-winner
All sick with the sax-wounds; with sword might

he never

On the monster, the fell one, in any of manners
Work wounding at all.    There yet sitteth Wiglaf,
Weohstan's own boy, over Beowulf king,
One earl over the other, over him the unliving;
With heart-honours holdeth he head-ward withal